CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE
MALCOLM STUART WRITES MARGIE HE WILL VISIT HER

AT

ATLANTIC CITY

1 have had three visitors today, lit-
tie book—Jim Edle, Mollle nid a let-
ter {rom Malcom Stuart. | am going
to tell you about Malcom Stuart’s
letter first, because it came first.

To tell the truth, little book, 1 was
glad to get away from Lhe yacht,
which had been the home of Malcom
Stuart for years. The experience was
rather disquieting. I never stopped
at the rall without thinking that jt
wis perhaps here that Malcolm stood
that night when he threw the little
Jade god of dreams far out Into the
moon pith that flared across the sea,

1 never sat in an easy chair or
swung Idly in a hammock that I did
not wonder what he wias thinking
about on the long summer days when
he was perhaps doing the same thing.
Strange that 4 man will like to live
alone, "“for from the madding crowd.”

' as does Malcolm Stuart. He is such
a oresture of imagination, however,
that 1 think he might find the reali-
ties of life very sordid and trying.

Here is his letter, little book:

“My heart almost stopped beating
this moming, dear little lndy Snlﬂl.
when 1 was tald of the near tragedy
that occurred on the yacht the other
day. 1 did not hear how near Mr.
Waverly und Toddy came to losing
their lives until yesterday.

“l esnnot biame Elisne for wish-
ing o get awsy from the old boat as
s00n a8 possible, but 1 confess I had
hoped you would stay there autil you
had fully recovered.

“By the way, my dear friend, Dr.
V., says that you need only get back.
the hold on your nerves to be perfect-
Iy well and bhappy. 1 need not say !
hope you will be so very soom. |
know what sick nerves mean—every
horror that the most vivid imagina-
tion can picture as a torment for the
damned.

“1 was panic-stricken when, after

much guestioning, my dear, old doc-

tor friend reluctantly told me that
the state of your nerves was not
satisfactory to him and that he had
sent you to Atlantie City and told you
to stay there until you had become
toned up.

“l confess 1 did not really see the
why and wherefore of Atlantic City
in August, with the crowds of people
Jostling each other on the boardwalk,
and I told him so. He sald that was
just the reason be had sent you
there.

“*All her life,” he auid, ‘Mrs. Wa-
verly has spent too much time alone
or with chosen friends who think the
same a8 she does, She hag never besn
out of her own clazs. | hope ahe will
see something new in the demo-
cratic horde that comes Lo America’s
playground. When she wants gquiet
and can find it and when she longs
for the hom- of conversition, the
blare of ragtime music or any foollsh-
ness you Americans call entartaln-
ment, she has only to go into the
hotel corridors or on the boardwalk
and piers.’

“1 myssll would never Jook upon
Atlantic City as a place (o convalescs,
but if 1 iil and Dr. V. should ask
me to go to the inner crater of Vesu-
vius to recover [ should do iu So
there you are and hers I am back on
the yacht.

“And now, just bere nt the end,
Margie, 1 am going to say something _
for which ail that has gone before is
bot a meaningless preamble. 1 &8m
comitig to see you before you leave
Atlantio City if you will Jet me.
Whether you will or not, I am always,
yours sincerely.—M, 2"

(To Be Continusd)
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OLDE STUFF 1
“I am & friend of the working peo-
ple. I 1 am elected, | will devots all

ayﬁmemdwwmm

wawmthqmm,"&. o




